from Marseilles to Villefranche. It was all very good and
peaceful.

I was thinking that tomorrow night I would have to pack
my suitcase and that early Saturday morning I would have
to go by bus into Toulon and catch the train for Paris.
The train would be near Aries in the heat of the day, my
body would stick to the hard leather seats of the third-class
compartment, and there would be a layer of dust and soot
over everything. I would be tired and thirsty by the time
we reached Dijon. I must remember to take a bottle of
water with me, with, perhaps, a little wine in it. I would be
glad to get to Paris. But not for long. There would be the
walk from the platforms of the Gare de Lyon to the plat-
forms of the Metro. My suitcase would be heavy by then.
Direction Neuilly to Concorde. Change. Direction Mairie
d'Issy to Gare Montparnasse. Change. Direction Porte
d'Orleans to Alesia. Exit. Montrouge. Avenue de Chatillon.
Hotel de Bordeaux. And on Monday morning there would
be breakfast standing at the counter of the Cafe de
FOrient and another Metro journey, Denfert-Rochereau to
fetoile, and a walk down the Avenue Marceau. Monsieur
Mathis would be already there. 'Good morning, Monsieur
Vadassy! You are looking very well. This term you will
take elementary English, advanced German, and element-
ary Italian. I myself will take the advanced English. We
have twelve new students. There are three businessmen
and nine waiters. All are for English. There is none who
wishes Hungarian.* Another year.

But meanwhile there were the pines and the sea, the red
rocks and the sand. I stretched luxuriously and a lizard
darted across the tiled floor of the terrace. It stopped sud-
denly to bask in the sun beyond the shadow of my chair.
I could see the pulse beating in its throat. Itsjtailjgy curved
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